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A very Godly SONG, intituled, the Earneſt 
Petition of the faithful Chriſt ian, being Clerk of Bodnam, made upon his Deathbed, 
at the Ir.ftant of his Tranſun:ation. Toa ſweet ſolemn Tune. 


Nm my painful eyes lie rowling. In this would U nothing crav?, 
And my paſſing⸗Bell is towling, But to being me to my Sꝛave; 


Towling ſweetiy, J iye dying, In my Save while J iye fleeping, 
And my lite is from me flying. Angels have my ſoul in keeping. 
G2ant me ſtrenath. O gracious God, Then the bells are fo2 me ringing, 
Fo2to endure thy heavy Red, Lozd receive my ſoul with fin1tng : 

\ Then (tail I rejoyce and ing. Chen ſhall Ibefcece from pain, 
WItthPſalms unto our headenly Ring. To live and never dye again. 
Simeon that hlt led man, While the woꝛms corrupting bꝛecd on, 
Belteved Chꝛiſt when he was come, Tait my noiſome Copps to feed on. 
And then he divdecſire to dye, My fervent foul this pꝛiſon loathin 7, 
To live with him Eternal p. Cravcsa Robe of angels cloathing. 


Thi wote me a ſtrong Salvation. Farewel wozld and world y Elo2y, 
2D» his bitter death and paſſion; Farewel all things tranſito2y, 
De had waff d and made me c ean, Sion Iiti my Soul aſcendeth, 


That J (ould never ſin again. And Gods Ropal th:one attendeth, 
Crietous pains doth call and cry, Farewcl Mike & Chiidzen ſmall, 

© Min pꝛepare thy ſelf to dye: Foz I muſt go when Chziſt doth call: 
Amy Siis J have lamented, And toꝛ my death be ye con ent 

Ind to die Jam contented When J am gone do not lament. 


Silly Soul the uod receive thre, R 8 

Death is came ani lit. i iſt lerve thee 5 EE = 
Weath wi ltrryng mans teaſ.ire, Now the B-!1 doth ceaſe to toul, 
TH{:aewe! ali earth;y pleaſure. Sweet Jeſus Chriſt receive my Soul, 
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O God wh'ch did the woꝛld create, Fo2 by thy death mp ſoul is free 
Hear ap362 ſinner ar tie Site. From Hell, which fifl! by thy decree 
Thou that from death didſt ſit me free To ſinners, all fo? fin is due, 


Remit my fins and ſhew mercy. Until thy Son our Saviour true. 

O thou that caus'd thy bleſſed Sonn, Did vanquith by ring power, 
Into this Univerſe to eome: Death, Bell, and all that could devour 
Thy Goſpel true fo? to fulfill. My fins, O Lo2d, J do confeſs, 


Aitd to ſubdue Sin, Death, and Bell. Like ſands in Seas are numberleſs. 


Gꝛant foꝛ his ſake that dy d on tree, Pet though my fins like ſcarlet ſhow, 
On the ble Maunt of Calvary 2 Their whiteneſs may exceed the (now, 
That J being grie bed ſoꝛ my ſin, 3f thou thy mercy do extend. 

Might by repentance Heaven w.n That I my ſintul like may mend. 

The Oolpel ſaith, who fo belf:v2, CUtth mercy thy bleſt wow doth ſay, 
To them wilt thou a bleſſing give, at any time obtain J may, 

Zmongſt which number grant me faith Ir pomer and grace in me remain. 
That to believe the Goip 21 ſaith. From carnal! fin fv? to reſtrain. 

TU hich to believe grant that J may, Then give me grace, Lom to abſtain 
Though here J dye, pet live fo2 aye, Fra ann. that J may ſtill rema n 
Then ſaviour ſweet remit wy lt i. With thee in heaven where angels fing 
And grant me faith thac lite tu win. Moſt jopfullp to the our King. 

and ſinte thy geath a vnce moſt creat, God grant. O Cheiſt that when J dye. 


3th baught us here Ido intent y iaul with thee immediately, 
To give me G2cc2 thy name to pzatſe, May have abode aniong the bleſt, 
Both no and evermo.e always. And live fo2 eber in true reſt. 
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